And the ears of the horse went sinking away in the

hollow night,
For, as drift from a sailor slow drowning the gleams of

the world and the sun,
Ceased on our hands and our faces, on hazel and oak

leaf, the light,
And the stars were blotted above us, and the whole of

the world was one.

Till the horse gave a whinny; for, cumbrous with sterns
of the hazel and oak,

A valley flowed down from his hoofs, and there in the
long grass lay,

Under the starlight and shadow, a monstrous slumber-
ing folk,

Their naked and gleaming bodies poured out and
heaped in the way.

And by them were arrow and war-axe,  arrow and

shield and blade;
And dew-blanched horns, in whose hollow a child of

three years old
Could sleep on a couch of rushes, and all inwrought

and inlaid,
And more comely than man can make them with

bronze and silver and gold.

And each of the huge white creatures was huger than
fourscore men;
The tops of their ears were feathered, their hands were
the claws of birds,
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